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tered, dilapidated, sun-burnt, and woe-begone appear-
ance of these two officers as they rode up to Kotgarh
after their experience of the snows of Spiti.    Colonel
Moore's appearance, especially, would have made his
fortune on the stage.     There was nothing woful, how-
ever, in his spirit, and he kept me up half the night
laughing at his most humorous accounts of Spiti, its
animals and its ponies ;  but even this genial officer's
sense of enjoyment seemed to desert him when he spoke
of his experience of the hot Sutlej valley from Gaura
to Kotgafh, and he said, emphatically,tf It is the valley
of the shadow of death."    I was struck by this coinci-
dence with my own idea, because it was essential for me
to get up into high regions of pure air ; and, ill as I was,
I could not but dread the journey up the Sutlej valley,
with its vegetation, its confined atmosphere, its rock-
heat, and its gloomy gorges.     I had a sort of precogni-
tion that some special danger was before me, and was
even alarmed by an old man, whose parting benediction
to us was, " Take care of the bridges beyond Nachar."
This was  something like,   " Beware   the   pine - tree's
withered branch/1 and I began to have gloomy doubts
about my capacity for getting high enough.  Mr Rebsch,
the amiable and talented head of the Kotgarh Mission,
gave me all the encouragement which could be derived
from his earnest prayers for my safety among the hohe
Gebirge.   There were two clever German young ladies,
too, visiting at Kotgarh, who seemed to think it was
quite unnecessary for me to go up into the high moun-
tains ; so that, altogether, I began to wish that I was
out of the valley before I had got well into it, and to
feel something like a fated pilgrim who was going to
some unknown doom.    Excelsior, however, was my un-
alterable motto, as I immediately endeavoured to prove
by descending some thousand feet into the hot Sutlej
valley, in spite of all the attractions of Kotgarh,